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5/17/93 

Harold Weisberg 
7627 Old Receiver Road 
Frederick, 

Maryland 21702 

Dear Harold: 

As you know, paperwork and filing present a major problem in this case. 
Consequently, I do not have within easy reach your letters to book reviewers; but 
I vividly recall sitting in a hotel room, on one of my book tours, holding the copy 
of one letter sent to me by one of your addressees, and forwarded to me by my 
publisher, who was rather amazed at your behavior. What poor taste, Harold. 
Your gut may be clean, but have you checked your psyche? 

By the way, I understand this intrusive behavior was not limited to book 
reviewers. You even stooped to writing witnesses whom I have interviewed: i.e., 
you may recall your writing to Marina Oswald. She called me after receiving 
your letter to her attacking me, somewhat surprised at your buddinsky behavior. 
After reading me your letter, she read the draft of a reply she had composed to 
you — what she called her "Harold Weisberg — Please Bug Off" letter. 

Re Waybright: I don't know what you are talking about — but then that is not 
unusual, is it? Re your charges that Waybright stole something from you as my 
"paid agent" — once again, Harold, these are your imaginings. They are not 
grounded in reality. (And as they teach us back in electrical engineering Harold, 
its always good to check that ground connection). Do go out and get yours 
serviced before you make more wild charges. 

By the way, here are some things I left out of my essay, from my memos of 
conversation with Roger Feinman, circa 1991, things he told me about your 
activities at Hood College: 

"Greg was leaning towards leaving Sylvia's papers to Hood college, mainly 
because Harold did some job trying to influence Greg, I think Harold almost 
badgered the guy to leave the papers at Hood." [Good work, Harold], 




"I was not particularly in favor of Hood college. Harold is building a small 
memorial to himself there, Harold has more than anybody in the field because he 
got all the Govt. Documents, 38-40 file cabinets. [Harold: I know you have the 
world's most voluminous collection of documents, obtained by astute legal work, 
and your pleas of poverty, but do you really know what's in them?] 

"What Harold wants to do I'm sure of this is to have every other critic's papers 
there so that people will say in the future, look at how much Harold did and look 
at how much less everybody else did." 

Harold: even at your age, you should learn something. Truth is not determined 
by quantity of documents. And because of the way you have behaved, when the 
dust settles in this movement, you very likely are going to be seen as a paranoid 
crank — not as a respected scholar. 

Indeed, one of the great ironies of this crime, Harold, is something the plotters 
surely never counted on: that after altering the body of the President, and ;= 
deceiving the Commission, that even when the trail of evidence they left behind 
was uncovered by a young graduate student, an old cranky man named Harold 
Weisberg — someone suffering from a very severe case of "Not Invented Here" 
complex — would stand up for them and help cover up the truth, because of his 
own ego. 




P.S. For your edification, I am enclosing the other essay I wrote in response to 
Feinman's nonsense. 



Enjoy. 




